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eight years before, Madame Tolstoi put on an ele-
gant white dress, but when Boulgakov congratu-
lated her she cried out: "Why congratulate an
unhappy -woman!" and burst into tears.

Then his daughter makes a scene with Tolstoi
because he yields to her mother and the poor old
man puts his head on his arms and sobs. The
daughter begs forgiveness and they cry in each
other's arms.

"A little later Tolstoi speaks freely to Boul-
gakov: "I ought to be content with the fame I have
won," he began, "but really I cannot understand
why everyone wishes to see in me a specially
gifted individual; I am just a man like all others,
with all the ordinary human weaknesses. And
yet they won't accept my liking and esteem sim-
ply, as that of one near and dear to them, but
they are resolved to set on my liking a special
value!"

And then he gave Boulgakov a masterly letter
to copy that he had written to Grote, the brother
of the famous Greek historian, a letter of such
youth and power and joy that it filled Boulgakov
with admiration.

Immediately afterwards Madame Tolstoi burst
in like a whirlwind screaming that her husband
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